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NEEDLENOSE, 
SOMEBODY'S 
GET HURT! 


1 AM THE HANDSOMEST, MOST 
BRILLIANT, AND BY FAR THE 
MOST MODEST ZILTOXIAN BORN 
IN THE LAST TRILLION. YEARS! - = 


INME PICKLE-NOSE, YOU — 
te THE MOST TALEN 
*ZILTOXIAN OF ALL TIME! 


a 4 — 


DE-ACTIVATE 
HIS ZILTRON 
BELTS 


._ AS LONGAS I HAVE My 
“TRUSTY ae aes or et 
CAN DO ANYTHIN 


AUT SREATIAN | GF SLT Sig 
HURT LIS, FREDZ2 NNOBALI 


WATCH THIS, ) 
“SHORTY f! YA 


HOW'D YA LIKE 
THAT, BARNEY! 


<a * = 
CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING Pa 


HALP, 
GAz00:! 


ULL FLY TOTHEM AND 
SEE WHAT'S WRONG! 


ayer THOSE 
4 'O EVER 
Stay AY OUT OF 
TROUBLE 


BE PATIENT, 
PICKLE-NOSEB! 


HE'SADUMB 
ANIMAL, GAZOO.. 


SLE Sunes? 


1 COD OWooe" 
NY (see 


fis\ 


A THERE ARE 
«+ TIMES WHEN EVE 
I; MUST IMPROVISE! 


WHAT Bee WE 


“_ YBAH..WE 
Meer 6 COULDA BEEN 
| ALM ST GOT ATE! HURT! 


AFTER ALL, YOU AR: 
THE MOST SQUARE 
me < Cee 
JUST REMEMBER < AZOG.. 
YOU ARE 
ae 


SO LONG AS WE LET YOU 
- HAVE THEM = 


ANYHOW, GAZO0..YA WERE 
PRETTY SMART GIVIN’ THAT 
CRITTER A HOTFOOT!! «., 


CAN'T YOU STOP LITTLE STOP YELLING 
PEBBLES FROM MAKIN’ AT ME, FRED. <3 
ALL THAT NOISE 7 _( FLINTSTONEY 


A 


6 


THEY WENT 
THATAWAY JF J 


red 


DON'T. YELL AT | \/_IF 1WASA MAN, 
ME, YOU WORM Ef WUuUZ U'D LOWER YOUR 
VOICE, YOU COWARD!! 


I CAN'T 


“PRIN Bats Vg, iti Saenan: ¥ oSt 
" PLINTSTONE FF A WILM, rises 
Oy) ~ LA g) i 4 ‘ 

(%s 


I'D BETTER GETA “* 
NEW POT... THIS ONE 
- LOST ITS TONE! 


IT'S ALMOST BEDDIE-BYE TIME... 
1.GUESS TLL RAID: THE ICEBOX! 


SOME HABITS OF THESE 
PRIMITIVE EARTH- 
WELLERS ARE MOST 
ENJOYABLE! 


THERE'S SOME- SSS IM IN LUCK 1... THERE'S 
THING MISSING! aA ONE PICKLE LEFT! 


et eee 
CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


HMM “at's SO QUIET I 
HEAR MY STOMACH GROWLIN’, ite 
tM HLINGRY ff i 


DELICIOUS! 
MAYBE I'LL HAVE 


A PICKLE OO! 


FATSO'S 
EATING 


SANDWICH? 


1 DIDN'T MEAN TO LAUGH. 
_ FRED... BUT YOU KEEP 
INSISTING A PICKLE BIT 
{ YOU!...IT 1S FUNNY! 


‘ ¥ 
‘ ry —S -.- 


Flame Sparkle, the space girl explorer, was 
maneuvering her spaceship through a dangerous, 
estercid belt, “Those astercids are as thick as fleas on 
@ fat, dog’s belly.” said Plugg. Plugg wos Flame’s 
mechanical partner and her mechanized robot pal. 
Plugg stered at, the asteroid belt through the 
spaceship’s windshield. “Turn te da’ left, quickly!” 
shouted Plugg. The mechanical man’s sixth sense sen- 
sors had detected impending danger. The spaceship 
was heeding into a shower of flaming meteorites. 


“Hang en, Plugg! I'm going to make a hard lefel’”’ 


teplied Fleme. The brave, spate girl quickly spun the 
ship's steering apperatus. . 

The speceship swerved end plummeted through 
dark, unexplored space. Plugg’s warming hed alerted 


as 


sTorRY: 
MIKE PELLOWSKI 


ees. 
ASM HANLEY 


" Flame just in the nick of time. The meteerites hurled 


past the spaceship and only nicked one of the rear, 
blaster fins. The impact of the collision knocked the 
ship off its course. Flame tumbled onte the fleer and 
tolled into a corner. The spaceship tilted, Mighty Plugg 
couldn't re-adjust his stabilizers fast enough to save" 
himself from falling. He rolled down the inelined floor: 
of the spaceship and crashed into the wall. The two 
space explorers were momentarily stunned. Their ship 
tontinued to travel at ultra-high speed, It zeomed eff 
inte the darkest, bleakest, most mysterious part ef the 


_ uncharted galaxy. 


When Plugg and Flame finally came to, they were 
far off course and hopelessly lost in space. “Holy het 
efter burners! | feel like a steam reller has squgshed 


my sensors!” soid Plugg. The mechanical man sheok 
his tronsistorized head. A few loose nuts and bolts rat- 
tled inside his brain. “Please, no jokes about me hav- 
ing a screw loose.” begged Plugg. He spun his head 
around his neck in a complete circle. The self-adjus- 
ting, loose parts tightened themselves. Plugg helped 
Flame get to ler feet. She was stilt dizzy. 

Suddenly, there was a loud thud. The ship stopped 
moving. They had crash landed on a strange, unex- 
plored plonet. Flame and Plugg leoked out of the 
ship's porthole. They saw houses built in the shapes of 


evens and refrigerators. Flame shook the cobwebs out 
of her head. “What a funny-looking planet. Let's ex- 
plore it now that we're here.”’ she said to Plugg. “Why 
not?” he agreed. They decided to make the best of the 
mishap. After all, their job in space was to explore 
strange planets tnd to make friends with alien ne 
forms. - 

The two space pals climbed down from their ship. 
When they touched bottom, their feet sunk into the 
planet's soft, vanilla colored soil. “Dis ground is soft 
like @ sponge.” said Plugg. Flame bent over ond dug 
out a piece of the turf. She smelled it and smiled. She 
opened her mouth and took a bite out of it. “It’s 
sponge cake!” she announced. Plugg ripped up a big 
plece of the soil. He bit into it. “It’s not chocolate- 
covered nails; but it’s good!’ he replied. 

Suddenly, the door. on one of the oven houses 
popped open. A baker's dozen of doughnuts with tiny 
arms and legs hopped out. They screamed when ther 
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saw Flame and Plugg nibbling en their plenet. “Help! 
Help! We've been invaded by alien monsters!” they 
shouted. “Monsters? Where?” said Plugg nervously. 
“They mean us.” explained Flame. “Oh.” said Plugg. 


He took another bite of sponge cake. The doughnuts 
ran through the strange, little town. Living pieces of 
pastry popped out of all the doors. There were 


walking, talking apple pies ond blueberry turnovers. 
There were feminine-looking cream puffs. There were 
even tough-looking devil’s food cakes. A living fruit 
cake started running around in circles. 

“The aliens are going to eat us! They're going to ce! 
us out of house and home! The monsters ere geing to 
eat ys!” he screamed. “Calm down, you fruit cake! 
Stop acting so nutty!” ordered a distinguished looking 
cheese cake. He was wearing a crown. He was eb- 
viously the town’s Big Cheese. “We won't eat you.” 
said Flame. “We crash-landed here by accident. We'd 
like to be your friends.’ Flame shook hands with the 
cheese cake. Plugg tried to hide the piecp:of the pastry 
planet he'd been nibbling on. “If you're our friends, 
then why is that walking garbage can eating up.our 
planet?” asked a strawberry tart. “I’m a rebet and | 
didn't mean to eat your planet.” soid Plugg. The 


“cheese cake accepted the explanation. They helped 


Flame and Plugg repair their ship. 

Seon, the twosome were back zeeming through 
space. Flame noticed Plugg wes helding a beg. 
“What's in there!” asked Flame. “Rocks from the 
pastry planet.” he answered. “Rocks? What good are 
they?” she asked. “They’re jelly doughnuts!” loughed 
Plugg. He jook a rock out of the bag and ate it. 
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1 HAVE POWERS 

OF WITCHCRAFT, 
.WEIRDLY 

BEE-HIVE HANGING 
alt ON THE HEAD 

FA 

- OF FAT FREDDY/ 


IT’S 
FATHEAD 
FLINTSTONE! 


Penge interne 
BY GRAVITY! 1 WONDER: 
WHAT'S WRONG THIS TIME? 


ALAS, MY SUPERIORS 
ON ZILTOX WOULD NEVER 
3 FORGIVE ME! 


BEE-HIVE 
FALLING OUT 


i 
UNDER CONTRACT Ag 
TO PROTECT | 


THANKS, 
NEEDLENO— 
ER, LUMPY- 
NOSE! 


eo ee 
= PLACE? RAKE 
YOUR LEAVES? 


MFEORTABLE 
7; AVE 


DLY. MAYBE = 
1 CAN CAST ANOTHER 
SPELL! a 


\) 


ae 
SCISSORS, SCISSORS CUT THE 0; 


PE 
THAT'S HOLDING UP THAT UGLY DOPE! 


YEEOW, ‘ 
GAZOO!! 


LISTEN, GAZOO.. 1 THINK CREEPELLA 
GRUESOME 1S SOME KINDA WITCH IT 
IF SHE |S, PUT THE WHAMMY ON HER 7 

|SO SHE'LL STOP mms : 
BOTHERIN' ME! 


\ | tHE GEUESOMES WOULDN'T BE 
IMPRESSEP BY ME AS I AM, EVEN 
UF THEY COULD SEE ME SO 


1 AM MAJO THE MAGICIAN, MS. GRUESOME... 
ORMAY I-CALL YOU CREEPELLAZ ~ - 


Da / = CALL ME ANYTHING, 
——s BLT DON'T GO AWAY, You 

\ DAHLING BOY! WON'T | 

( Wi 


a 


YOU COME IN ¢ 


1 HAD SUCH GROOVY 
PLANS FOR HIM Too! 


IT 
ISN'T 
FAIR!! 


| I WISH FRED WE/RDLY 
AD SOME ..° ANDI 

WE ALWAYS HAVE TO CLEAN. WOULD LOVE 

IT UP! HE NEVER DOES! 


‘1 SEE! IF THIS WERE 
CORRECTED WOULD 
YOU OBSERVE A 


(PRE sarees! | 
[S,| NOM : : BLAST, WEIRDLY 7 


SLUMBER 
TIME 1S 


| OVER, 
FLINTSTONE! 


HERE, FRED.. YOU 
| CAN Use SOME 
XERCISE! 


BLOW, WIND, BLOW 

- ALL THE LEAVES 
ON THAT FAT SCHMIOE, 
he 4 


“~ 


WHY DIDN'T I EVER 
eset ae 
ET's LUGS WHERE é 


I JUST BEEN REPLACE 
By ALITOMATED EQUISMENT!? 


sew: 


BeDRc Vr 
Pains 
COMPANY 


